“Ye are of God, little children.” 
Kaness City,Mo.. . . . . . February, 1916 
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MY TWO WORLDS 


At bedtime, when the Day is gone, 
I close my willing eyes 
To study lilies in the streams 


And jewels in the skies. 


I walk and talk in Nightland’s fields 
With kittens, colts and kings; 


I see and hear and play among 
So many happy things. 2 
The grass grows out of pearly rock, ks 
The plums are always sweet; P| 
Sometimes pink clouds drop roses down, e 
Sometimes the fish have feet. & 
But pretty soon the sun comes back é 
And brings the Day along, ‘ 
Where all the woods are made of trees 
And each bird has a song. 
In Dayland little boys and girls 
Play tag and barbaree; 
They wear their hats upon their heads; 
They push and pull at me. 
Here children use a knife and fork, 
A napkin and a spoon; 4 
But in the yards of Nightland we ‘ 
Play footbalt with the moon. ‘ 
The worlds are not at all the same, > 
And when the sun is bright, & 
I wonder which I like the more, if 
The Dayland, or the Night. > 4 
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WORDS LIKE BIRDS 
“Tf words ““Let’s play 
Were birds, Today 
And swiftly flew We choose the best; 
From tips Birds blue 
Of lips And true, 
Owned, dear, by you; With dove-like breast! 
Would they *Tis queer, 
Today, My dear, 
Be hawks or crows? | We never knew 
Or blue | That words 
And true, | Like birds, 
| 
| 


And sweet? Who knows?” | Had wings and flew!” 


—NMotherhood. 


THE LAW OF THE LILIES 


HerMINE Faust 


T SEEMED such a relief to Mrs. Burnett to 
to be able to get a breathing spell, as she 
called it, before straightening out and getting 
dinner on the way. Always she liked to sit 
down a few minutes to collect her thoughts 
and give a prayer of thanks for health and 
strength. 

The morning in question she felt par- 
ticularly tender towards everything, for it was only two 
weeks before Christmas; and she longed to give the children 
the things they hoped Santa Claus would bring them. Still, 
as matters stood, there were no prospects in sight of getting 
their wishes fulfilled. 

Henry wanted a flexible flyer, and Mary a real go- 
cart with a doll in it. If they had not wanted these par- 
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ticular things there might be so many things she could make 
for them. She could knit a pair of mittens for Henry, and 
for the old dolly, fashion a wardrobe of bright-colored 
pieces, while a box could be used to serve as doll-house. 

The clock struck nine-thirty and Mrs. Burnett was still 
fashioning a pair of mittens, the different articles that go to 
make up a wardrobe for a dolly, a doll-house with wall - 
paper pasted on the inside, outside and floor, a round of 
cardboard glued onto an empty spool to serve as table, and 
covered with a bright-colored cloth. For chairs she im- 
agined a carrot cut into inch rounds with toothpicks to 
serve as backs and legs. A couch was placed in a corner 
and covered with more of the bright-colored cloth. Nimble 
fingers cut out and sewed a one-piece dress for a five-cent 
dolly, and placed it on the couch. A few whisks of the 
broom were cut into two-inch lengths, tied tightly to the 
pointed end of a skewer, and stood in a corner. Short 
lengths of thread and pins held a number of pictures—deai 
to the heart of a child—on the wall; and the effect seemed 
good to Mrs. Burnett. - 

Wouldn’t Mary just love to sweep with the tiny broom 
and make believe the dolly was doing it and changing the 
furnishings all around? Too bad the toothpicks act so 
wiggly-waggly when the dolly wants to sit on a chair. 

““Goodness me! The clock is striking ten and here I 
am dreaming and making things in my mind when I| ought 
to see to my kitchen work,”” exclaimed Mrs. Burnett. Still 
the minute hand kept moving and Mrs. Burnett remained in 
her chair. She wanted to finish her soliloquizing with a 
““God bless my family and my work,” when in reality her 
thoughts stole around the corner to a little cottage Mr B. 
wished he could buy for his family. 

The cottage would suit, for it had a little garden in the 
back. How she would work in it; and in the small hen- 
house Henry could keep a few hens, Mary have a swing 
under the large apple tree, and a gate would keep the baby 
safely on the piazza, while she did her work. A traveling 
salesman might hire the front bedroom, and that would al- 
most pay the taxes. 

One, struck the clock, but Mrs. B.’s messengers 
jumped from the front bedroom to the Old Testament where 
it says, “By the sweat of your brow thou shalt earn thy 
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bread,”” then to the New Testament where it reads, ““Con- 
sider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they toil not, 
neither do they spin, yet Solomon, in all his glory, was not 
arrayed like one of these.” 

_ Ass she sat, it seemed as if some of the glory that en- 
velops the lilies was clothing her now. Her eyelids drooped, 
and the beating of her heart grew slow and even. 

What a profusion of lilies were trooping past her? The 
colors of the first were purple and green, then gray and 
pink, and, as they filed past, the colors of the rainbow 
seemed to have been lavished upon them. Then came some 
that stood as if to salute her. These were different from all 
the rest. Their petals were snowy white, stems and leaves 
green, and over all, a light of dazzling beauty. 

The picture receded only to make room for another, 
that of a body—her baby. The sight of her baby made her 
jump up, rub her eyes and look about. Where was he? 
Certainly a most interested bit of humanity, as he sat near 
a work-basket with a heap of worsted he had unrolled from 
a big ball entangling his fat legs. Another time it might 
have made a difference, but now Mrs. Burnett just freed 
her baby and held him close. 

She seemed less anxious about her work than when 
first she sat down to rest. “‘Baby dear, what does it mat- 
ter if I am late? I feel so hopeful and rested, I know my 
work will be done ‘all the better for it. You are a good 
baby to go without your lunch so long, but now you shall 
have it; and while you are asleep I must get lunch for us 
all,” lovingly remarked Mrs. Burnett. 

The glory of the morning still seemed to follow Mrs. 
Burnett as she prepared the simple repast. Soon the chil- 
dren came running into the kitchen with the morning mail 
which they usually brought home at noon. 

“Tt looks like Aunt Mary’s hand-writing. Will you 
let me open it and see if I am right>’’ asked Henry. Wish- 
ing to make good use of every minute Mrs. Burnett con- 
sented, as the reading of the letter would give her the chance 
to set the table. 

“Dear Jennie,” read Henry. “This is indeed a happy 
Christmas for me. I have sold the property, which has been 
on my hands for many years, for more than I expected; and 
it seems a burden off my shoulders. I am going away for a 
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change, to visit Aunt Louise. Consequently I send my 
greetings rather early, as there are many things to keep me 
busy for the next week. I am anxious to repay you for your 
good-heartedness to me ten years ago. The inclosed check 
is my Christmas present to you.” 

“Don’t read any further. Give me that letter, boy. 
I knew something good was going to happen,”’ interrupted 
Mrs. Burnett. Continuing, Mrs. B. told the children that 
she had a nap during the morning. She said, “I dreamed 
I saw the baby. It is good luck to dream of a baby. I 
never dreamed of this, though. God bless Aunt Mary. 
There is the number, children. Look! Seventy-five dollars! 
You can write that letter to Santa Claus now, and I won't 
once say ‘but,’ or ‘if’ while you read to me of the things 
you want him to bring you.” 


PRINCE GOLDENHEART 


EvizaBETH CARTER 


NCE upon a time a baby prince was born, and at 
his christening all the fairies gave him of their 
gifts. His especial godmother bestowed upon 
him the one of being able to understand the 
eternal music of the world. His father and 
his friends thought this rather a poor gift from 
so great a fairy, but his mother looked very 
happy, and she smiled and said, ‘““Wait and see 

what it means.” 

As time passed and the prince grew older, people won- 
dered why he was always so happy, and would put himself 
out to do a kindness for anyone—no matter how poor and 
lowly. For, you see, it had come to be the expected thing 
in a prince or princess, in fact, in everybody to be discon- 
tented and wish for something they didn’t have or couldn’t 
possibly get. But Prince Goldenheart, as he was called, 
always seemed to want the things he got and was never dis- 
satisfied. 

When asked why he could be so cheerful even when 
none of his companions were near, he would tell of the 
wonderful things he could see and hear. The croaking of 
a frog made music for him, and he saw only the jewel in the 
head of the toad instead of the ugly hopping creature others 
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saw. ‘The nodding of the lilies, the swaying of the bluebells 
in the breeze were all parts of a glorious chorus, which he 
alone, apparently, could always hear. His mother could 
hear it, too, at times, and sometimes a few would listen with 
him and be able to hear a faint, sweet breath of music, but 
after leaving him they would say, “Oh, it was only because 
I was with the prince; his fancy was so strong that I im- 
agined I, too, could hear music, but it isn’t possible.”” How- 
ever, they felt happier and better ever afterward. 


THE ANGEL LOVE 

[We found this little song of “Camill’s” 
in Clara Louise Burnham’s delightful book, 
“The Right Track.” It transformed one 


incorrigible child and can but find its way 


to all Wee hearts.] e 


An angel flew downward from heaven’s gate, 
And came to the earth below; 

She sang a sweet song as she wandered far: 

The people who heard, tho’t it fell from a star, 
And it healed all their care and woe. 


But some would not hark to the angel’s lay— 
Their earth-songs they loved the best; 
They barred her out when she tried to stay, 
So, sad and neglected she flew away, 
Still seeking a place to rest. 


She floated one day to a child’s true heart, 
Soft-winged as a snowy dove; 

He welcomed her in and her heavenly song 

Made radiantly happy his whole day long, 
And the angel’s name was LOVE. 


KY | 
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ADDA’S APPLE-STORY 


I wonder if you know that in the very center of an 
apple there is a perfect five-pointed star. This is the home 
of the little apple seed, and it is here the tiny baby seed gets 


Adda Beede Bowes 


the little germ that makes it grow into a big apple tree when 
planted in the ground. Grandma says that in each of us is 
a wonderful little know-germ that transforms our food into 
body and brain and blood and muscle. 


If you take a thin slice out of the middle of the apple, 
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cutting it roundways, and hold it up to the light, you will see 
the print of a perfect apple blossom, with the star for the 
center. This gives you the seed, the blossom and the fruit 
all in one. Grandma told me about this and I told it to the 
girls and boys of ““The Home” when I went up there to 
read for them Thanksgiving Day. I read for them too, 
when they had their Christmas tree. 

I hope you will like this little story. I am twelve years 
old, now. but I have visited WEE WIsDoM ever since I was 


CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 


Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 


Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 

This is the Valentine meeting of the Booster Club. 
It will be a most interesting meeting, because if there is any- 
thing that the Boosters should stand for, it is the Spirit of 
Love. Did you ever stop to consider just what Love can 
accomplish? It can melt away barriers that all the force 
in the world could not budge. Did you ever try to clean 
the ice off the sidewalk with a shovel and find that it could 
not be moved? And then, did you notice when the sun 
came out, that the ice just melted and ran away without any 
work at all! That is the way that love softens and wins 
its way into the hardest of hearts. Love never seeks for 
itself, it never says, “I did it,” whenever its good is ac- 
complished. It is a silent worker which feels that the joy 
of having done good is the true reward for the doing. 
Next month I shall expect to hear from more Boosters. 

Write and tell me what a good time you had at the Valen- 
tine party and how many hearts you made happy with the 
good deeds that you were able to do. RoyYAL. 
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West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—Our last meeting was on the last day of the 
old year and we had a good one. We're going to have some colored 
plates of coral and star-fish at the next meeting and mother is going to 
try to borrow some coral beads, too, for us to look at. We certainly 
learn a lot about things like that in our club. We are glad Mrs. Hardy 
has written such nice lessons for children. Mamie Towner ran over 
one day, awfully glad and excited because her grandma had sent her 
“the three wise monkeys” sitting on a branch just like our Booster pins 
only they were a good two inches high and wore bright vests ot 
different colors, and the branch they sat on must have been three 
inches long. Mother told her to be sure and bring it to our next club 
meeting, and she did. So we stood them on the table by little WEE 
Wispom baby, and mother almost imagined she saw him smile at them. 
We all had a nice time Christmas and mother sent me around with 
apples and things to some old people, to be sure they wouldn't be 
forgotten. We did forget one after all, but mother made it up on 
New Year's day and made her awfully glad and surprised. WEE 
Wispom seems to be getting nicer all the time. Everyone of us hurt 
ourselves during vacation, but we all spoke words of Truth and 
healed ourselves. I. H. S. Crus, Ernest, Sec. 


Ernest’s letter is prompt and interesting as usual, but 
Ye Editor laughed right out loud over the information con- 
cerning the hurting and healing of the Booster Club members 
during vacation. It is a splendid thing to know how to cure 
hurts, but it is lots better to learn how to keep on such 
friendly terms with yourself and everything else that there 
won't be any hurts. 


Here is a wise mother taking a vital interest in the suc- 
cess of the Booster Club. Would it not be an excellent plan 
for the parents of our Wisdoms to follow the example of 
these St. Louis Truth seekers, and lend a hand toward help- 
ing along a club of this kind in every neighborhood, for 
the wholesome benefits of the children? 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—! want to tell you what a nice time we had 
with the Boosters, December 29th. Through the invitation of Miss 
Clara Behle, the relatives of the Booster Club were invited to meet 
with them on above date and we enjoyed it very much. The children 
entertained us with recitations and piano solos, and it is gratifying to 
see the good results they are receiving through the club. After the 
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exercises were over, a surprise was prepared for the youngsters down- 
stairs. There was a grab-bag and then lunch and a cup of cocoa for 
all. I have three children that are Boosters, and two more that will 
join as soon as they can. Every child ought to be a Booster and 
learn to practice the Truth. There are such nice teachers at the 


Sunday School here. Mrs. G. Schallom. 


San Diego, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I would like to belong to the Booster Club. 
I am inclosing fifteen cents for the Booster pin. We had a lovely 
Christmas in San Diego. The sun shone all day and the birds sang 
like they do in the springtime. The Shriners had a big Christmas tree 
in the Exposition grounds for the poor children, and the “House of 
Blessing’ also had a beautiful tree in. the park. Lovingly, 
Francis Vaughan. 


Francis is very welcome to our Booster Club, and we 
know the little pin will remind him that his eyes and ears 
and tongue are doing service for the Good. 


Garden City, N. Y. 
Dear Secretary—May I become a member of the Booster Club? 
I would love to. I have a pin and | know the colors and the motto. 
Do you ever have a meeting? Tell me when you have it and what 
time, and everything you do. Elizabeth Rheit. 


We already number you among us, Elizabeth, and 
this is our monthly meeting held right here in WEE Wis- 
DOM’S little club room. You will find out by reports given 
there by the various clubs that it is quite the thing to have a 
Booster Club “‘at home,” and get your neighbors interested 
in your good work. 


And here is a good word from our good story teller, 
Elizabeth Pettinger, which is greatly encouraging. I am 
sure you would all be pleased with our new cover could you 
see it in the tints and colors in which it is designed, but our 
printer says the “‘plates’” necessary for this would be too 
expensive. Now let’s prove to Mr. Printer that WEE Wis- 
DOM’S Resource is not material. 


Wee Wispom is very much improved. I think the outside cover 
of the December number very fine and wish it might be substituted 
for the old one. Having the background filled in gives it a better and 
more substantial look. As for the contents, I think that you are 
more than “making good.” It is a dear little paper and you are all 


10 WEE WISDOM 


to be congratulated. I never liked it in its grown-up dress. I think I 
lost interest when the “grown-ups” came in and took the best chairs, 
sat at the first table and carried on their own conversation! Of course, 
“little folk should be seen and not heard,” but in their own nursery 
it was pretty hard to be crowded out. I like the little WEE Wispom 
for little folks far better than the other way.—Elizabeth Pettinger. 


Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—My sister and | are going to play all the 
songs that are on the back of WEE Wispom. | like them very much. 
I like Wee Wispom very much. I hope WEE Wispom will be nice 
and fat next month. Vivian Gough. 


We are glad Vivian and her sister like the Christmas 
song. It was written for WEE WISDOM years and years 
ago, and, do you know, the writer of it came across this 
number lately, and she was so glad, she sent in a subscription 
for her own wee girlie. We hope she will want to send us 
some more songs. 


Here is Olive Ellen Parker and her little brother 
George, from Detroit, Mich. She is one of our working 
Boosters, and we are glad to have them among our guests. 

Oak Park, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I have been reading the letters from the 
Booster Club. I think they are fine. I would like to be a Booster, 


4 ; 


WEE WISDOM 


.oo. I enjoy my WEE Wispom very much. I am ten years old and 
in fifth grade. Your friend, Helen Bradrick. 


Mrs. Alden, president of the National Sunshine So- 
ciety, was so pleased with our royal secretary's New Year 
greeting that she is going to put it in the February Sunshine 
Bulletin. She says she hopes we have a “chapter” for the 
Booster Club, for she is sure it is entitled to one for its kind 
deeds. She wishes us all a very happy and prosperous New 
Year. If you have never seen the Sunshine Bulletin you 
can get one by applying to the International Sunshine So- 
ciety, 96 Fifth Ave., New York City. 

Clarence, Iowa 
Dear Wee Wispom—I thought I would write you a letter now 
as I was too busy going to school and learning pieces for Christmas. 
We had a Christmas tree in school and in church and also a Santa 
Claus. The little children crawled up to their papas and mammas and 
wanted to know who Santa was. Santa was just getting ready to give 
out the presents from the tree, when his beard caught fire. I kept 
saying, “God will take care of him,” and my papa and uncle helped 
him get off his Santa clothes. The squirrel I told you about when | 
wrote before, does not show up very often. We only get to see him 
when he digs for the nuts he buried last fall. But he most always gets 
an ear of corn for his dinner. Here is a poem | learned in school: 


“I'm but a tiny cricket, 

Living in the summer thicket, 
There I take my rest; 

Many songs are sweeler, prouder, 

Many notes are stronger, louder, 
But I do my best. 

“In my song there’s no complaining, 

Even when the sky is raining. 
Birds fly east and west— 

Silent hide in leafy cover; 

But | chirp till all is over, 
Doing still my best.” 

I like Wee Wispom very much. I learned “The Christ Child 


Song” and I am glad I did. Let us have faith in God and help others. 
That's my motto. From your true Booster, Arnold Ruther. 


Arnold has the right spirit. His little poem is a good 


lesson for us all. No matter what the weather we can 
manage all together, to do our best. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 13 
HUMBLED AND EXALTED—Phil. 2:1-11. 


GotpeEN TeExt—For ve know the grace of our Lord Jesus Chrisi, 
that, though he was rich, yet for your sakes he became poor, thai ye 
through his poverty might become rich.—II Cor. 8:9. 


In talking to the disciples, Paul urges upon them the importance 
of unity. He said that in order to do good work (their work was to 
spread the Gospel that Jesus taught), they must stand together. He 
set forth the example of Jesus the Nazarene who had been so un- 
selfish with a heart so full of love that he even gave up his body that 
others might be led to see the Truth. He told them that because Jesus 
had been humble and obedient through it all, he had been raised to 
the highest of all places, and his name exalted. Paul, was asking the 
disciples to follow the leadership of Jesus, who came not only that the 
disciples-might be led aright, but that you and | and all of us might be 
shown the true way to everlasting happiness and life. If we love one 
another and enjoy helping one another, if we are unselfish and obedi- 
ent to the laws of Spirit, we too will be led to the highest of all 
places. 

Now, this place is a state of mind within each one of us. It is 
heaven. When we have reached this place by right thinking and 
living, we will dwell always in happiness and peace. Our lives will 
run smoothly because our thoughts are in harmony with God's thought. 
We will be full of life and health, because we think only of these 
things. Prosperity will be ours because we will be in touch with the 
source of all, which is Spirit. We can be lifted up to the high place 
if we rightly use the Mind in us which is in Christ Jesus. 


Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 20 
THE CHRISTIAN BROTHERHOOD AT JERUSALEM— 
Acts 4:32-37; 5:1-5. 

GotpEN Text—Love one another from the heart fervently.— 
I Peter 1:22. 

This lesson is a continuation of the last. The disciples were 
trying to follow the example of Jesus. They were living together and 
loving one another. They even held all their property in common. 


WEE WISDOM 13 


One of them, Joses (surnamed Barnabas), having land, sold it and 
brought the money to the apostles. Then another thought to gain favor 
by doing the same thing. His name was Ananias, and he decided to 
sell his land and give only a part of the money to the apostles, pre- 
tending it was all. But when he went to give the money to the 
apostles, Peter told him he had not lied to man, but to God. When 
Ananias heard these words, he fell down and died. 

In this tragedy of Ananias there is a very important lesson for 
us. The central idea is this: “To thine own self be true.” In the 
first place, we cannot deceive others by making others believe we are 
other than we are. Those who are truly loving and gracious at heart 
radiate love, and there can be no successful imitation of the Real. If 
in our hearts and minds we are holding selfish and unkind thoughts, 
we are deceiving no one but ourselves. Worse than that, we are 
cheating ourselves. We are not allowing the Real of us to express 
itself. We are not enjoying our birthright of happiness and prosperity. 
These good things come and stay only when we are living by the Law. 
Let us be honest with ourselves. Let us allow only Love and Truth 
in our minds, and then we will be happy as we all want to be. . 

“To thine own self be true” is but the first part of a wonderful 
quotation which continues, “and it follows as the night the day, thou 
canst not then be false to any man.” 


Lesson 9, FEBRUARY 27 
THE SEVEN CHOSEN—Acts 6:1-7. 


GotpeEN Text—Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfill 
the law of Christ—Gal. 6:2. 


There were many who attached themselves to the disciples, and 
followed in the steps of Jesus. As their number grew, it became nec- 
essary for the twelve to appoint others to settle the differences and 
manage the business of the church, for there were disputes among 
church-members then, and people were not perfect any more than they 
are now. So the disciples appointed seven men, chief of whom was 
Stephen. They were the first deacons. The disciples realized that 
order and unity were necessary to the life of the church. These are 
necessary today, just as they were then. Not only are they neces- 
sary in our relations with others, but in our minds first of all. Order 
and harmony and love are necessary in our minds if we wish to live 
as children of God were meant to live. 

If we gain from this life of ours all the good there is in it, we 
must allow justice and order and love to rule in our minds always. 
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Lesson 10, MarcH 5 
THE DEATH OF STEPHEN—Acts 7:54-60; 8:1-3. 


Gotpen Text—Be thou faithful unto death, and | will give thee 
the crown of life-—Rev. 2:10. 


Stephen became a great preacher. He preached what he believed 
to be true, no matter what the consequences. He was fearless. 

There are many today who do not live as they believe for fear 
of what people will say. Then, too, they sometimes lack courage. It 
is easy when things are smooth to say that all is good, and that the 
Spirit within is more powerful than any outer force. But when 
things commence to get rough, and there is a seeming lack, if we are 
not connecting as we should be with the All-Source, then there is some- 
times the temptation to depend for help on something in the outer 
world that we can see. 

The more we depend entirely on Spirit, the more quickly and 
surely will it answer our needs. This is because we will pray with 
more assurance. We will have faith born of past experience. The 
only. way to prove the Truth of what we are learning is to live it, 
practice it fearlessly every day, in rough or smooth weather. As we 
live the Truth that Jesus taught, we will gain faith until, like Stephen, 
we will cling to it fearlessly and faithfully under all circumstances, 
and through all seeming darkness we will know that only the Good is 
true, no matter what appearances may be. 


DOUGLAS BRAND'S DAILY PRAYER 


“Father, I thank thee for the peaceful night, 
I thank thee for the blessed morning light: 
For health, and food and loving care, 
And all that makes the days. so fair. 


‘Help me to do the things I should; 
To be to others kind and good 

In all I do and all I say, 

To live more loving every day. 

In Christ Jesus’ name. Amen.” 


When you want to meet a smile 
Take one with you all the while; 
When you want the Good to grow 
Watch the little words you sow. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


“The trouble with you,” said 
“Cotton Joe’’ to the “Campbell Kid,” 
“is that you are conceited; you and the 
toy cannon and the bright hammer and 
the new train are all too much taken 
with your own shiny-ness. You snub 
Teddy and me and the red motor car 
with three wheels because we are old. 
We look battle-seamed, I know, but so 
will you be this time next year. Who 
wouldn’t, I'd like to know! That car was bright and shiny 
as any of you last Christmas, with its little brass lamps and 
all, but it’s run as much as a thousand miles, I should think, 
over the livingroom floor since then. It’s a wonder it has any 
wheels. I say, as for me, I have been caught under the 
cherry tree when it rained, times without number. When- 
ever he forgets to bring me in it seems like it always rains. I 
have lain on the register for hours at a time, drying. I have 
been almost roasted there. Is it any wonder the black on 
my face is streaked and my red shirt is faded. Then there 
is Sally. Why, she has stood on her head in the doll house 
for days at a time; he never was very fond of girl dolls. 
Oh, you are spick and span enough now, but wait a year 
and then if you have enough life left in you to be uppish, 
why go ahead. I shouldn’t be cross with you though, for 
I wouldn’t trade places for anything. He neglected me and 
treated me roughly at times, but he loves me. My looks 
don’t make any difference to him. Now, he doesn’t love 
you nor the new train a bit. He likes to look at you, but 
it is me he hugs and he pats the old car and Teddy— 
only Teddy has been here longer than any of us. He is 
limp and dirty, but he is loved best of all. It’s Teddy he 
takes under his arm when he goes out to play. It’s Teddy 
who sits on the seat beside him when he coasts down hill. I 
saw you and the pewter scouts turn up your noses at Teddy 
the day you came, you little pink-cheeked, chubby simpleton. 
Teddy only laughed at your ignorance. 

““He doesn’t even call you by name yet. He says, 
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“My new Christmas Dolly,’ as though you were a stranger. 
When he talks to me he says, ‘Joe,’ just like an old friend. 
He talks to me confidentially, too, about the ‘air-plane’ he 
is going to build with his new tools. He washes my face 
when he gets it sticky trying to make me take a piece of 
candy. I haven't seen him wash your face yet. But there, 
I am grouching again, and he said we were to be good 
friends and live in the same corner. Now that I look 
closely, I see a smudge on your face. It won’t be long until 
he’s loving you, and washing your face, so what’s the use of 
quarreling. 

“We all ought to be happy together, but it doesn’t 
make any difference whether you are a black doll, or a 
Teddy Bear, or a queer little boy for that matter, there 
is nothing that makes you so happy and contented as lovin’ 
folks, and having “em love you.” 


WEE KATHRYN'S WISDOM 


Wee Kathryn was not behaving exactly as mother 
thought she should, so mother made the grave mistake of 
exclaiming: 

““Now, Kathryn; you are a naughty girl, and Santa 
Claus will not bring you anything for Christmas.” 

““Oh,”” said the wee one joyously, ““I don’t ‘tare nuffin’ 
*bout that; God will bring me anyfing I want.” 


Once when Kathryn was all ready for bed, and the 
usual bed-time questions followed: 

““Whom do you love, darling?” 

“TI love God, and I love faver, and I love my buwvers, 
Will and John, and I love you (mother), and I love—lI 
love just Mamma. 


The little God of Love, with pink-tipped wings, 
Is doing now all sorts of pleasant things; 

To all the Wee Ones’ hearts good cheer he brings, 
And love and gladness 

with the song he sings. 
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A VALENTINE FOR YOU 


What a queer little, dear little fairy I see, 
All pinky and soft and round; 
I see it now in the eyes of you, 
Then it leaps into mine with a bound. 
How beautifully soothing its presence is; 
It’s as light as an airy feather, 
And if you give it room in your heart, 
It will stay through all sorts of weather. 
Of course, if it’s going to stay with you, 
This pure little, sweet little dove, 
You'll want to know what its name might be; 
I whisper, “‘It’s name is Love.” 
—Blanche. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 
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